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CHAPTER VIII.

Renunciation.
wns on the girl's lifteenfh birth-

day.IT They had come up to the top
of 'the ridge on which, lie had
fought the missionary, to nattier

red sprigs of Jhe bakneesh for tlie fes-tlra- l

that they were to have in t lie
cnbln that night High up on the face
of a Jagged rock Jan tsaw u hit of the

. crimson vine thrusting Itself out into
the Bun, and. with Melisse laughing

. . . . . .1 I 1. f I t I n
. ami cnco'iraginc urn i nun iwiun, uc

Climbed up until he had secured It
ITa. . v trtKSwl. . . It... rlnun to ....hpr.- -

"It's the last one." she cried, seeing
bis disadvantage, "and I'm going home.
You can't catch me.

Jan slackened tils steps, it was a
Joy to see Melisse springing from rock

atsvstl- - 0 A lapflnfr a pmca tho thin1 1 i n a, niiu uai Liiite uv i 'm v.

openings close ahead of him. her hair
loosening and sweeping out Id the sun.
ber slender flgure fleeing with the light-

ness of the pale sun shadows that ran
. w(' " " "

lie would not bare overtaken her of
v' bis own choosing, but at the foot of

be seen ber so beautiful, still daring

panting, flinging back ber hair. Half
reaching out bla arms, be cried:

' almoHf a woman! If you did your hair
ao like the pictures we nave in the
books you would be a Woman." he an-

swered softly. -- You are more beauti-
ful than the pictures!"

' Ml' nr. that 1 nm nrotfr anst that1 PUj UJU riyt " "v VMM

nni Mho ehriir--rrv-1 hlr' Khnnt.
ders at biro v in mock disdain. "Jan
JIHJUiill', HUB IB IUC IUIIU H'"C l(u
last week that you have not played
the came right l won t play witD

" yon cny more r ,
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' fr between hi two bands, and.
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Tbere. the said as be released hif.
Isu't that the way we have played It
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you catcb me you may bare that."
"I am afraid, Melisse. he said se-rlfru-

"Yon are growing so tall and
so pretty that I am afraid.

--Afraid! My brother afraid to kiss
: me! And what will .you Ao wbeu 'I
cet to be a woman. Jan. which will be
very Boon, you say?;. t

She" turned ber back to him and
flung out. her hair, and Jan, -- who had
d9oe this same thing for her a hun- -

mass Into three strands and plaited
them Into a, braid.

, 1 don't lielieve that you care forme
' as much as you used to. Jan. I wish

.. A I 1 L.

I vtre BDUUinu, bo mat i luiiii,
: know If you are going to forget me

entirely,
ft. a 9 I

; uer snoniaers ixemuieu. ana wnen
ne naa anisxiea ms task ue rounu mat

. .I I i f A Ksue 7pb uupiug auu iwn uci vva
were- - swimming with a new mischief

him. In that laugh there was some-
thing which was not like Melisse.
oujiiJi s tueyuaue vn ue 11u11v.ru n.
but. Instead of displeasing him, it set
a vague sensation of pleasure trilling
tike a new song within him.

- When tbey reached the post Melisse
went to the cabin with her bakneesh
and Jan to the company's store, where

' k- - & T A r 1

.
' "Blessed saints, man. but Is she not
growing more beautiful every day?
said Jean.

v, jcs," saia jan. ane win soon De a
woman." --

MA womanT' shouted Jean. who. not
having his caribou whip. Jumped up
and down to emphasize his words,

She will soon be a woman, did you
say. Jan Thorcau? And if she is not a
woman at thirty with two children-G- od

send others like them! when will
she be, I ask you?"

1 meant Melisse," laughed Jan.
"And I meant Iowaka." said ,Tvin.

lie hopped out like a cricket overbur
dened witu lire, caning loudly to ms
wife, wbo came' to meet him, and say- -

lug to Jan: i

"Hurry to the cabin. Jan, and seo j

what sort of a birthday gift Melisse
has got for you."

The big room was empty when Jan
came quietly through the open door.
He stopped to listen and caught a
faint laugh from the other room and
then anotlber, and to give warning of
his presence he coughed loudly aud ,

scraped a chair along the floor. A mo
ment's silence followed. The farther

'

door opened a little, and then It opeucil
wide, and Melisse came out.

"Now, what do you think of me.
brother Jan?"

She stood In the light of the window.
through which came the afternoon su:i. .

her hair piled in glistening colls upon
the crown of ber head as they had seen
them in the pictures, her cheeks flush j

ed. her eyes glowiug question! :igly at j

Jan. i

"Yon nre nrettler than I have ever !
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."!. ! Ii uih'.- - iiiit i:ov yon forgot to' ilo
t :i? all 1 lifo! to:s Wii- - their sisters

V s m; they gr'v o!,ler'.'"
'So iietinie tiiey ve t!:e sister less

Hti I the other u i rl more. Melisse." cn me
a ui:-- oire frot i the tloor. and Jean
tie Ira vols IioihmIimI in Mke a plavful
eat. sirapiti ami bowing Ix-for- e ie-!is- e

until his head pearly touched the
floor. 'Lovely saints. Jan Thoreau.
but she ts n woman, just as my Iowa-
ka told mer

"You're terribly In love. Jean," cried
Melisse. laughing until her eyes were
wet: "just like some of the feople in
the looks which .Tan and I read."

"And I always shall be. my dear."
Melisse flung the red shawl over her

head, still laughing.
"I will go to see her. Jean."
"Well." said Crarois. looking search-Ingl- y

at Jan when she had left, "shall
I give you ray best wishes, Jan Tho
reau? Does It signify?

"Signify-wha- t?"

The littje Frenchman's eyes snapped.
"Why, when our pretty Cree maiden

becomes engaged she puts up her hair
for the first time; that Is all, my dear
Jan."

lie stopped suddenly, startled Into
silence by the strange look that bad
come Into the other's face. For a full
minute Jan stood as if the power of
movement bad gone from him.

"No: it means nothing." he said
finally, speaking as if the words were
forced from him one by one. He drop-
ped into, a chair beside the table like
one. whose senses bad been dulled by
an,uneipected blow.

"Jan Thoreau." whispered Jean soft-
ly, "have you forgotten that It was I
who killed the missioner for you. and
that through all of these years Jean
de Gravols has never questioned you
about the fight on the mountain fop?
Is there anything Jean de Gravois
can do?"

He sat down opposite Jan. his thin,
eager face propped In his hands, and
watched silently until the other' lifted
his bead. Their eyes met, steady, un-

flinching and in that look there were
the oath and the seal of all that the
honor of the big snows held for those
two.

Still without words Jn reached with-
in bis breast and drew forth the little

toll which he bad taken from his vio-
lin. One by one he banded tlie pages
over to Jean de GraToIs.

"My God!" said Jan, when he bad
finished reading. I2e spoke no other
words. ' White faced, the two mta
stared. Jan's throat twitching. Gravois
brown fingers crushing the rolls he
held. .

That was why I tried to kill the
missioner." said Jan at last. "And
that that Is why it could not signify
that Melisse has done up her hair."
He gathered up the papers so that they
shot back into the little cylinder shaped
roll again.

"I understand," replied Jean In a low
voice. "I understand and I praise the
blessed Virgin that It was Jean de
Gravois who killed the missioner out
upon the ice of Lac Bain!"

"Rut the other," persisted Ja, "the
other, which says that 1"

"Stop!" cried Jean sharply. He came
around the table and seized Jan's
hands "in the Iron grip of his lithe,
brown fingers. "That is something for
you to forget It means nothing noth
Ing at all. Jan Thoreau! Does any one
know but you and me?"

"No one. I intended that some day
Melisse and her father should know,
but I waited too long. I waited until I
was afraid, until the horror of telling
her frightened me. I made myself for-

get, burying it deeper each year, until
today on the mountain"

"And today in this cabin you will
forget again, and you will bury It so
deep that It will never come back. I

am proud of you, Jan Thoreau. I love
you, and it is the first time that Jean
de Gravois has ever said this to a
man. Ah, 1 hear them coming!"

With an absurd bow in the direction
of the laughing voices which they now
heard, the melodramatic little French-
man pulled Jan to the door. Halfway
across the open were Melisse and
Iowaka carrying a large Indian bas-

ket between them and making merry
over the task. When they saw Gra-
vois and Jan they set down their bur-

den and waved an invitation for the
two men to come to their assistance.

"You should bo tbe second happiest
man in the world. Jan Thoreau." ex-

claimed Jean. "The first is Jean de
Gra vol sl-I- Ie

set off like a bolt from a spring
gun In the directin of the two who
were waiting for them. lie had hoist-
ed tb.e basket upon his shoulder by the
time Jan arrived.

VAre yon growing old. too, Jan?"
bantered Melisse as she dropped a few
steps behind Jean and his wife. "You
come so slowly!"

"I think I'm twenty-nine.- "

lie looked at her steadily, the grief
which he was fighting to keep back
tightening the muscles about his
mouth.

Like the quick passing of sunshine
the fun swept from her face, leaving
her blue eyes staring up at him. fitled
with a pain which he had never seen
in them before. In a moment he knew
that she had understood him. and he
could have cut out his tongue. Her
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hnnl reflrho' h: prm. ani she stnpjuii
h!?n. her fiire lifted plf.nlincl.T. the
tears slowly Catherine in her eyes.

Torsive hip!'- - she whispere'. her
roie breaking Into a sob "Dear,
dear Jan. foririve m: Tih1.it is yur

j birthday, Jnn yours and mine, mine
i and yours and we will always have it

tint war. nlway. won't we. Jan?"
Jan was glad when the everlng ,. n Thoreau will ueve.-- i wrong fx j:reat for him this

came and wa gone. Not until Jean ,., t!)(. Meiis-e:- " With a fa e time, and she stood laughing down at
and Iowaka had said good nitrht with yt n Its determination he him wheu he came to the top of the
Crnis.set and his wife nd both Cum- - :

turn.-i- l slowty away from the tne.
; riile.

and Melisse had gone to thMr j when he came into the cabin for "You're as pretty as a fairy. Me-roor-ns

did he rind relieved of j ,r:t kf:i st next morning Jan's fnre j I'sst . he exclaimed, his eyes shining
the tension under which he had strug- - s,(lUtHi si-- us of the struL'g:e through : with admfration. thau the
gled during all of his and that Which be had gone. Cummins had ai- - j fairy in the book!"
night's merrymaking in cabin. rMdy finished, and he found Melisse "Thank you. brother mine! I be--

From the first he knew that his alone. Her hair was brushed back j.lieve yon do still love me a little."
nerves were strung by some strange ; jts 0id, smooth way. and when she j "More than ever my life."' replied
ind indefinable sensation that was ; jleanj him she flung lung braid i Jan quickly, though he fried to hold
rTOWinir within him Something Which nvor Imr ehoiiMur c, th'if H fell ilnun ! his tnnrno- -r .

j

he could hardly have explained ar nrsi,

ing and oppressed him more as the j

hours flew by. j

After the others had gone Cummins
sat up to smoke a pipe. When he had !

finished he went to his room. Jan j

was now sleeping In a room at the !

company's store, and after a time he
rose silently to take down his cap and
cont He opened the outer door quiet-
ly so not to arouse Melisse. who
had gone to bed half an hour before.

As he was alout to go out there
came a souud, a low, gentle, whisper-
ed word :

"Jan!" 4

ne turned. Melisse stood Ip her
door. She had not undressed, and her
hair was still done up in its soft coils,
with the crimson bakneesh shining In

it She came to him hesitatingly un-

til she stood with her two hands upon
his arm. gazing into his tense face
with that same question in hef eyes.

"Jan, you were not pleased with me
tonight," she whispered. "Tell me
why."

"I was pleased with you. Melisse,"
he replied.

He took one of her hands that wasi
clinging to his arm and turned his
face to the open night Countless stars
gleamed in the sky. as they bad shone
on another night fifteen years ago.
Suddenly there leaped up from Jan
Thorean's breast a breath that burst
from his lips in a low cry:

"Melisse! Melisse! It was just fif-

teen years ago that I came in through
that forest out there, starved and dy
ing. and played my iolin when your
mother died You were a little babv
then, and since that night yon have
never pleased me more than now!"

- He dnpwd her hand and unnil
squarely to the door to hide what he
knew had come into his faee.
heard ii'soft. heartbroken littie sob be
hind Idtn

".Ian. Hear Jan!"
She laughed, rt.n jf and trembling

her lips held up to him
"I didn't )e. you tod.iy." she r.m:tr

pered. "1 will never do up my hal"
agaio!"

He kissed her. and tils anus droppeo
from ber sdiutilders.

"Never, uever again -- until you have
forgotten lo love me." she repeated
"Good night. Htother Jan!'

Aerosol he open, through the thinned
edge of the black spi uct. deeper and
deeper into the cold, unquivcrlng life
lessiiess of the forest. .Ian went from
the door that closed him and
Melisse. her hist words still whisper
ing in his ears, the warm touch of her
hat! on his cheeks audvthe knowledge
of what this day had nh'.int for him
wittly surging upon him. bringing

with it u torment whi h ra Ued him to
the soul.

He went on until he came to where
beaten trail swept up and away

from a swamp He plunged into it.
picking his Jangled way until he siimm:
upon a giant ridge, from which he
looked out through ihe white nicht into
the limitless barrens to the north .

She was no longer the little Melhx.se
his sister, he thought. And yet

'ii was almost saying her last words
aloud: .

"Good night. .Ian'"
She had come to him that day to let

him kiss her as sln h.ii! come to him a

times before, but he had not
kissed her in the old way. It was a

different love that his lips hid given,
and even now the hot blood surged
again into his fne as he thought o
what he had done. In that which h id
stirred his blood, thrilling him with
strange joy as lie held her in Irs arms,
he saw more than the shallow of

against a tiling which was
more previous to him than life.

CHAPTER IX.

The New Agent and His Son.
thrust n hand inside his coat

JAN clutched at the papers th.it
de Gravojs had read. Then

drew them forth slowly ;i:id
held them crumpled in his fingers.
while for manv minutes he stared J

straight out into the gray gloom of the
treeless plain.

His eyes shifted. They wont from
rock to rock and from tree to tree un-,t- il

at last they rested upon a giant
spruce which hung ot over the pre-

cipitous wall of the ridge, its thick top
beckoning 'Ad sighing to the black
rocks that shot up out of the snow y.n)

feet below. Mukee had told Jan its
story. In the first autumn of the wo-

man's life nt I,ac Bain Ire and Ber-e- e

had climbed the old spruce, lopping off
its branches until ouly the black cap

i

remained, and after that it was known
far and wide as the "lobstick" of Cum-
mins'

J

wife. It was a vuiceless ceno-
taph

i

which signified that all the honor i

and love known to the wilderness peo-

ple had been given to her. I

To it went Jan. the papers still held
iu his hand. He had seen a pair of
whisky jacks storing food in the butt
of the tree two or three summers be-

fore, and now his fingers groped for

- .) . ie:i It ' found it he t!in:t
irmvlcil tl.M.t i!ovi

;ml filled the hole iili rlmnk-- i of lMrk.
"Always my sister, ami mer anv-thin- i;

U)oi to .I;;u 1 hore:l ' ' ." he said
getitiv in Itimh Ii a if he were speak-
ing to a spirit in ' M tree. ."That
i the hon.tr "f th.-- e snows: ir is what
tin' LTiMt tiiul tiK-.tn- s us in U' 1 swear

F 111 oowm 1JV 1 I V s.
in froT,t of her. He saw the move- -

speaking.
"You don't look well. Jan." she said

anxiously. "You are pale, and your
eyes are bloodshot."

"I am not feeling right." he ndmit- -

ted. trying to appear cheerful, "but this
coffee will make a new man of me.
You make the best coffee the world.
Melisse."

"Whnt are you going to do today.
Brother Jan?" she asked.

"Drive out on the Churchill trail.
Ledoq wants supplies, and he's too
busy with bis trap lines to come in."

"Will vou take me?"

He Thrust In the Papers, Crowded
Them Down and filled the Hole With
Chunks of Bark.
"I'm afraid not. Melisse. It's

twelve mile run and a heavy load."
"Yery well. I'll get ready imme-

diately."
She jumped up from the table, dart-

ing fun at hlra with her eyes, und ran
to her room.

"It's too far. Melisse," he called aft-
er her. "It's too far, and I've a heavy
Iod" Y . .

"Didn't I take that twenty mile run
with you over to Oh, dear! Jan.
have you seen my new lynx skin cap?"

"It's out here, hanging on the waif."
replied Jan, falling into her humor de-

spite himself. "But I say, Melisse"
"Are the dogs ready?" she called.

Tf they're not I'll be dressed before
jrou can harness them. Jan."

"They'll be here within" fifteen min-Ites,- "

he replied, surrendering to her.
Her merry face, laughing triumph at

him through the partly open door, de-

stroyed the last vestige of his opposi-
tion, aud he left iier with .something
of his old cheerlness of manner, whis-
tling a gay. forest tune as he hurried
toward the. store.

When he returned with the team Me
lisse w-a- s waiting for him. a gray thing
of silvery lynx fur. with her cheeks,
lips and eyes aglow, her trim little fct
clad In soft caribou boots that came
to her knees, and with a bun-- of the
brilliant bakneesh fastened jauntily in

her cap.
"I've made room for you." he said

In greeting, pointing to the sledge.
"Which I'm nqt going to fill for five

miles at least" declared Melisse.
"Isn't it a glorious morning. Jan? I

feel if I can run from here to
Ledoq's!"

With a crack of his whip and a
shout, Jan swung dogs across the
open, with Melisse running lightly at
his side. From their cabin Jean and
Iowaka called out shrill adieus.

"The day is not far off when they
two will be as you and I. my Iowaka."'
said Jean in his poetic Cree. "I wager
you that it will Le before her next

i

birthday!"
And Melisse was saying:
"I wonder if there are many people

happy as Jean and Iowaka!"
She caught her breath, and .Ian crack-

ed on the dogs in a spurt that left her
panting, a full dozen rods behind him.
With a wild halloo he stopped the
team and waited.

unfair. Jan! You'll have to
put me on the sledge."

He tucked her in among the furs,
and dogs strained at their tracs.
with Jan's whip curling and snapping
over their backs, until they were leajv
ing swiftly and with unbroken rhythm
of motion over the smooth trail. Then
Jan gathered in his whip and ran close
to the leader, his moccasined feet tak- -

ing the short, qui'-k- . light steps of the
trained forest runner, his chest thrown i

a little out. his eyes upon the twist-- ,

ing trail ahead.
Mile after mile slipped behind, and

not uutii.tley reached the
on whi' h he had fought the mission-
ary did .Jan bring his dogs to u walk.

Melisse jumped from the sledge and
ran quickly to his side.

"I can beat you to the top now!"
she crh-d- . "If you catch me" There
was witching challenge In her
eyes

She sped up the side of ridre.
Panting and breathless. Jan pursued

to overcome

mins
himself

"l'retner
playing

the
in

in
her

as

the

thousand

in

as

the

as

"That's

the

mountain

the old

the

with the dos. Her advantage was

a..
i .s they went on to Ledoq's he found
that the jorousness of the morning
was giving way again to the old gloom
and heartache, "brother Jan. Brother
Jan. Brother Jan!" The words pound-ei- l

themselves incessantly In his brain
until they seemed to keep time with

i jHS steps beside the sledge.
Ledoq was stripping the hair fat

from a fox skin when the team pulled
op In front of his cabin. When he
saw the daughter of the factor at jc
Bain with Jan he jumped briskly to
his feet, flung his cap through the door
of the shack and began bowing and
scraping to her with all his might

Melisse laughed merrily as Ledoq
continued to bow before her. rattling
away In a delighted torrent of French.

"Ah, thes ees wan gr-r-re- at complee-raa- n.

M'selle Melisse," he said. Then
he turned to Jan. "Did you meet the
6trange team?"

"We met no team."
Ledoq looked puzzled. Half a mile

away the top of a snow covered ridge
jvas visible from the cabin. He point-
ed to it.

"An hour ago I saw It going west-
ward along the mountain three men
and six dogs. Whom have you out
from Lac Bain?"

"No one." replied Jan. "It must have
been the new agent from Churchill.
We expect him early this winter. Shall
we hurry hack. Melisse. and see If be
has brought our- - books and violin
strings?"

"You must have dinner with me,"
objected Ledoq.

Jan caught a quick signal from Me-

lisse
Not today. Ledoq. it's early and

wp have a lunch for the trail. What
do you say. Pelisse?"

"If you're not tired. Jan."
"Tired!" ,
lie tossed the last package from the

sledgepd er:ickedhi long whip over
the dogs' hn' ks as they loth cried out
their farewell to the little Frenchman

"Tired'" he repeated, running close
'ipviib her as lie team swung lightly
' i k 'info xhf rrn und laughing down
ii To tier face ' Mow could I ever get

;nv.l v.i.ii v i w.......ng me rm. Me--

lissc';"
i wouldn't liinil if you did just a

iiiiie. Jan isn't there room for two?"
She gave a oqueiti.--h little slirug of

her shoulders, and .Ian leaped Uou the
moving sledge, kneeling close behind
lier.

"Always, always. I have to ask you!"
she pouted "You needn't get too near,
you know, if you don't want to!"

The old. sweet challenge in her voice
was irresistible, and for a moment Jan
relt himself surrendering to it. ne
leaned forward until his chin was
buried in the silken lynx fur of her
?oat. and for a single breath he felt
the soft touch of her cheek against bis
mvn. Then he gave a sudden shout to
the dogs so loud ihat it startled her
aud his whip writhed and snapped
twenty feet above their heads like a
thing filled with life.

He sprang from the sledge and again
ran with the team, urging them on
faster and faster until they dropped
Into a pantlhg walk when they came
to the ridge along which Ledoq two
hours before had seen tbe strangers
hurrying toward Lac Bain.

They did not lunch on the trail, but
drove into the post in time for dinner.
Jean de Gravois and Croisset came
forth from the store to meet them.

"You have company, my dear," cried
Jean to Melisse "two gentlemen
fresh from London on the last boat
and one of them younger and hand-
somer than your own Jan Thoreau.
They are waiting for you in the cabin,
where your father is getting them din-

ner and telling them how beautifully
you would have made the coffee if you
were there."

"Two!" said Jan as Melisse left them.
"Who are they?"

"The new agent, M. Timothy Dix-

on, as red as the plague, and fatter
than a spawning fish. And his son. J

who has come along for fun. he says;
and I believe he will get what he's
after if he remains here very long. .Tan

Thoreau. for he looked a little too lxldly
at my Iowaka wheu she came into the
store just now."

"Can you blame him. Jean? I tell
you that 1 look at Iowaka whenever I

get the cb:in e."
"Is she not worth it?" cried Jean in

rapture. "You are welcome to every
look that you" can get. Jan Thoreau.
But the foreigner I will skin him alive
and spit him with the devil thorn if
he so much as peeps at her out of the
wrong way of his eye."

Croisset shrugged his shoulders.
"There are two of the foreigners at
Nelson House, and two on the Whol-dai- a.

and one"
An hour later Jan went slowly across

the open to Cummins' cabin. As he
paused for an instant at the door he
heard a laugh that was strange to him,
and when he opened it to enter he
stood perplexed and undecided. Me-

lisse had risen from the table at the
sound of his approach, and his eyes
nuiekly passed from hrr flushed face

to the young man who was sitting op-Hsi- te

her. He caught a nervous trem-
ble in her voice when she s.tid:

"Mr. IMxon. this Is my brother. Jan.
The stranger jumped to hts feet and

held out a hand.
"I'm glad to know you. Cummins."
"Thoreau." corrected Jan quietly, as

he took the extended hand. "Jan Tho-

reau.'
"Oh. I beg your pardon. I thought"

He turned inquiringly to Melisse. The
flush deeetved in her cheeks us she be-

gan to gather up the dishes.
"We are of no relation." continued

Jan. something impelling him to speak

"Mr. Dixon, this is my brother, Jan."

the words with cool precision.: "Only
we have, lived under the same roof
since she was a baby, and so we hare
come to be like brother and sister.?

"Miss Melisse has been' telling me
about your run t6u morning. ex-

claimed the young Englishman, bis
face reddening slightly as he defected
the girl's embarrassment "1 wish I

bad seen It" "
"There will be plenty of It very

soon." replied Jan, caught by tbe
frankness of the other's manner. "Our
runners will Iw going out among the
trappers within a fortnight."

"And will they take me?"
"Yon may go with me if you can fun.

I leave the day after tomorrow."
(

"Thank." said Dixon, moving to-

wn
"

rd the door. .

X Mdbe did m lift her head as he
tent iu Faintly h snld: ,

M'e kept your dinner for you. Jan.
Why ditfitt ,''iu sooner?"

"I had dinner with Gravois," .. n;-pbe-

"'Jean said 'that you would
hardly be prepared "for five. Melisse. u
l accepted Ids Invitation."

He took down fro-:- ! Ihe wall a' fur
sledge coal, iu which MeliM,.had
mended a rent a day or two I wfore.
and. throwing it over his artu. turned
to leave. '

"Jan!"
He faced her slowly, knowing" that

in spite of himself there was n strange-
ness iu his manner which fche would
not understand.

"Why are you going away the day
ifter tomorrow two weeks before tbe
fliers? You didn't tell me."
"I'm going a hundntl miles into the

south." he answered.
"Over the Nelson House trail?
"Yes."
"Oh!" Her lips curled slightly as she

looked at him. Then she laughed, and
a bright sjMt leaped into either cheek.
"I understand, brother." she said soft-
ly. "Pardon me for questioning you
so. I had forgotten that the Macyelgh
girl lives on the Nelson trail. Iowaka
says that she is as sweet a- - a wild flow-

er. I wish you would have her --ome
up and visit us some time. Jan."

Jan's face went red. then white, but
Melisse saw only the first effect of ber
random shot and was briskly gathering
up the dishes.

"I turn off into the Cree lake country
before I reach MacVeigh's." he was on
the point of saying, but the words hung
upon his lips, and he remained si'ent.

A few minutes later he was tal!:!t:g

with Jean de Gravois. The lirtb
Frenchman's face was ominously dark
and he puffed furiously upon his pip
when Jan fold him why he was lea vim
at on e for the south

"Running away!"' he roxa-- for
time iu French, his thin hps curl

ing in a sneer. "I am sorry that I gave
you my oath. Jan Thore.tu. e'se I would j

go myself and fell MeiSse w hat I re:nl ;

in the pap rs. Fish! Why can't you
forget?" j

"I may some day." said Jan "Th ti
Is why I am going into the south two
weeks early, and I shall be go?o unti'
after the big roast. If I nvnain 'e
another week I shall tell MHi--- c. ani
then"

He shrugged his shoulders despair j

ingly. '

"And then what."
"I should go away forever"
Jean snapped his finger-- - with a low

laugh
"Then remain another wee. Jan

Thoreiu. if it turns .. it as um
sav I swear 1 will abandon mv two.
lowakas and little .bvn to th" wo'vev.

"I am going th-- - day after ton. or i

row."
The next morning Iowaka complained

to Melissa that Gravois was as surly
as a bear.

(Continued Next Saturday)

Plioto-Enyrafln- g of highest prade
can be secured from tlie StarBulletIn

Don't Hesitate

ToTaRe
Hosletfer's

Stomach Bitters

It lias a proven reputa-
tion in cases of Poor Ap-

petite,' Belching, HearK
burn, Flatulency, Indi- -

J'lestion, Costivcness, and
Malaria, Fever and Ague.
Don't experiment insist

HOSTETTERS
It tones and invigorated

For sale by Deton. Smith ft Co,
Ltd., Chamber Drug Co. Ltd. HHo
Drug Co. and at all wholesale liquor

AUDIT COMPANY OF

HAWAII

24 BETHEL STBZX1

P. 0. Box 648 Telephone 2033

Conducts all classes of Audita nd
Investigations, and furnishes Beports
on all kinds of financial worfc.'

Suggestions firea for simplifying
Or systematizing; ofice woxfc. ' All
onsiness ' confidential.

umr&rcv
DISCHARGES

RELIEVED IN

24"CuTiS

vivi i n vy siAt
Each

bears
Cap

(MIDY

Jitie--rt of tomntrrfrilt
ALL lietrCMUXTH".

Phone
Lorrin Smith

MANAGER

2464
:5,

Hawaiian

Express
Co.

NUUANU AND QUEEN STS.

Our Auto Truck
Insures

Rapid Service

t :

All
Grocers

Thousands of Mexicans of the better
class stormed the Mexfcan Congress
the other nUht and with cries of
"Dearh fo Madero' 'and "Long live Por-f:ri- o

Diaz" demanded that Madero be
driven from his chair and Diaz be
brought back from Europe.


